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en 


POSSESSION 


} HAVE a legacy of lovely hours, 





re Willed me at nightfall when my eyelids 
close; 
I have a garland full of garnered flowers, 
Freighted with perfumed promise of repose. 
I have no need of fancy’s hungered groping, 
Nor of the anodyne of sodden sleep, 
Mine are the beauties not of future hoping, 


Mine are the chaliced memories I keep. 


[2] 


PRUNED 


LENDER sapling, 
Ss Pruned and stark, 
Standing clipped, 

In the looming dark, 
Crying with rigid 

Arms on high: 
“Why am I maimed, 


And left to die?” 


Slender victim 
Of force benign, 
Part of a cruelty 
Divine, 
Naked you stand, 
With naught to rue, 
Stripped for the Spring 


To enter you. 


[3] 


IP Za IE ID dat 


QASIyNTHRALLED by your attention, given fair, 


gk, Flattered, I chatter, while I blithely air 





A sugared half-felt sophistry or two, 

So to impress my wisdom upon you. 

On you! who all aware, so quietly 
Appraise my shallowness and flippancy, 
Who, unperturbed by all this vain display, 
Calmly the surface-clutter brush away, 
And with a gesture borrowed from on high, 
Salute the buried soul which I deny. 


[4] 


Ted JAN INS Yes IDI 1D) 


ANSIES in a window-box, 





x@ On latticed casements low, 
Pigeons crooning litany, 
White acanthus blow; 
Crumpled tissue marigolds, 
Garlanded sweet peas— 
What a gay metropolis 


To lure domestic bees! 


Ferns of dewy jewelling, 
Mushroom-pitted glade, 

Where the pine trees lacquered pins 
Drape the pendant shade, 

Where the rushes, serried, rank, 
Hide the beryled bog— 

What a glad dominion 


For a deserving frog! 


[5] 


FENCING 


HE Devil wields a trenchant blade, 
With light, elastic wrist; 
He thrusts and feints and parries, 


With many a tricky twist. 


Ah me! I would not cross his foils, 
Weary I turn to flee; 

But he, he taunts and challenges, 
And will not let me be. 


SURRENDER 


HE Devil has me cornered, 
ce I stand at the empasse, 
Ah! Why must he withhold me 

The blessed coup-de-grace? 


No more can I deny him, 
No more remain apart,— 
So in resigned acceptance, 


I take him to my heart. 


[6] 


MANSIONS 


eSy.ROFFER me hope, and I will ever build 





A canopy of mine, 
Worthy to crown its buoyant pageantry— 
Or be its guarded shrine. 


Proffer me love, and mine will ever build 
A princely monument, 
Worthy to be love’s sumptuous abode— 


Or else its cerement. 


a 


RENEGADE 


Zorn of a race of prophets and of kings, 





Heir to a choral culture that still springs 
Indomitably forth, I stand apart— 

Nor feel my kinship to that hallowed art. 

The pride of prophets, Job’s heroic plaint, 
Quicken my senses with no memory faint, 

And all the glories of the tyrant’s reign 


Fade to a legend fatuous and vain. 


Degenerate child of a depleted race, 

Seeking a sordid, specious vantage place, 
From which to offer, with a fancied ease, 
Largesse of self to two great fealties, 

Still must I be denied my rooted wealth, 
While yet the ancient Jew within myself 
Plays the old story, with the self-same means, 
And sells his birth-right for a pot of beans! 


[8] 


MOON-MYSTERY 







© imp lanterns hanging in the moon, 
ite?) Wide venturing— 

Torn symbols of a granted boon, 

Past censuring.— 

Pale shadows of forgotten trysts, 

Long tarrying,— 

Vague memories of morning mists, 


Light-carrying. 


[9] 


AN IRD 


he story of the ancient way of men, 
Ss: 


Told by the lyric voice, ere yet the pen 
Was ever known;—carved upon rocky cave, 


The slow oblivion of the years to brave! 


Wherefore this need to crystallize the flow 
Of life and passion, that too quickly go? 
Impulse to rescue from the clutch of time 
Some fleeting moment’s fecundated prime; 
All men in thrall to that compelling need, 
By song or sculpture, line or telling screed, 
To fling some imprint of their feeble might 


Full in the face of the encroaching night. 


[10] 


SONG 










ET winter come— 


\s 


; Py No bird forever sings, 





And Spring’s recurrent lightsome unconcern 


Brings newer venturings. 


Wrap close the past— 
No heart forever mourns, 

And night’s recurrent agony begets 
At last forgetful dawns. 


[ir] 


SPA Ne Cae Um Aw ha 


JOUR walls, a shuttered window, 
ie Enclose my cabined life; 
Sheltered I feel, and safely 

Secluded from all strife. 


a 
And lo! the vast arena 
Becomes my cabined floor, 
There I must meet in battle 


Myself forever more. 


[12] 


i 


NAMED 





ou should have a wind-swept name 





A cool name, and vibrant, 


That comes from out the west, 
That stirs the pine tree’s crest. 


You should have a tidal name, 
That carries wind-lashed foam, 
For you recruit the seven seas 


And harbor them at home. 


ae so 


Rena Gone babs 





With leafy errantries;— 


Else why is every elm and oak a summons, 
Each branch a beckoning? 
What is a tree to one whose youth is ebbing 


But age’s reckoning? 


[14] 


PeORR le he ve lard: 


HE was a being blossom-bred 
‘Ss On Spring’s imperious nights; 
Delicate petalled, deftly poised 
For passion’s sudden flights. 


Yet for her loves she never bore 
The scented, purple fruit, 
Hers but the sterile ecstacy, 


Impetuous and mute. 


[15] 


WIND 


- is WIND has a ghostly whistle, 





») Ne} Without beginning or end; 

He croons a moody threnody, 

He tells a tale of no significance, 
Without inflection, without emphasis— 
He whimpers round my eaves, 

With whispers sibilant and low, 


Repeating the same formless formulae.— 


There is that about him which is mad, 
Lunatic;— 

A senseless vaporing too vague to be malevolent, 
An aimlessness that carries implications 

Of terrible foreboding. 


I shrink from his insistance, 

And I crush my hands against my ears, 
To blot him out. 

But ah! his echoes still persist 


Within my secret corridors— 


[16] 


The moaning voice follows the very course 

Of blood within my veins;— 

The ceaseless iteration 

Mimics the heat of my reluctant heart; 

And now I know I cannot flee him: 

For he has taken his abode within my being, 
And he has made my hauntedness his habitation. 


[17] 


WHICH? > 





YAY HEART is a windy counsellor, 
) He bids me loose my sails, 
aoa float on the sea of impulse free, 


To the swing of the beating gales. 


My brain is a canny cautioner, 
With a wary eye to the goal,— 
Now which of the two shall I harken to, 


For the peace of my riven soul? 


[18] 


CONSUMMATION \&% 


ROM every captured star, 
ee From everything elusive that I conjure 
From afar, 
Flutters a soul released.—This, my fate: 


To hold only the ashes 
Captivate. 


[19 ] 


MARKETING 


PAH E marble counter of the fish dealer 
le Is frozen and dead; 
It seems a travesty of water. 
The fishes lie upon it 
Sidewise— 
Rigid things! 
Gone all the swiftness 
Of their silver darting, 
Gone all their wavy suppleness. 
Double-eyed flounders lie like wafers 
Flattened and opaque,— 
Large painted bass, 
With weaponed mouths agape, 
Great salmon, coral-ripe, 
And princely trout, 
Slender and taper-tailed,— 
All lie bewitched, 


Like some magician’s careless prey. 


[20 ] 


Only the shell-fish still maintain 
Their unassailable integrity: 
The armored lobsters, 
Waving lusty spears atilt, 
The fluted clams, 
Close in their own embrace, 
The granite oysters, 
And the rusty crabs, 
Whose sidelong gait 
Proclaims their villainous malevolence.— 
All the strange offspring of the ravished waters, 
There on a marble slab; 
Netted and hooked to tempt 
some languid palate’s dull response, 


And supplement some table’s ripe sufficiency. 


[21] 


DAWN 





Filed with no trumpets ene 

No vivid augury of light to come;— 
Tenebrous day, heavy with muffled hours, 
Padding slow-footed in a sullen trend 

Of habit, cycle-ridden, memory-bound, 


Fixed in a ruthless mould, predestined end. 


[22] 


vy 


HATE X 





EN? SHOULD acclaim my hate; 
; ie Savor the tang 

Of its infernal drive; 

I should rejoice 

In its clear violence, 

In its uncompromising virulence. 

I should delight to feel its sap 

Along my thrashing nerves, 

To know its strength within my muscled strength, 


To feel its keenness thrusting to the light. 


But ah! I cannot.— 

The cool blade 

Bites inwards; 

I can never turn its edge about, 

For it is hiltless; 

And should I try to grasp its frozen rim, 
I would be riven to the very bone.— 
And so I agonize— 

Dumb like an arrowed beast; 

With naught of virtue in my suffering, 


And naught of solace for my vanity. 


(26) 


TONG pe Ae Re VieO 


CONS 1T HIN my body’s sharp confines, 





ai fy) My soul can buoyant range, 
My sheltered garden circumscribes 


All life, remote and strange. 


Within a clod are birth and death, 
And suffering and need, 
Life’s passionate epitome, 


Contained within a seed. 


[ 24 ] 


MAURO NCES Dae Eis 


w o have met, 
re And fate on high 
Has pulled the puppet-strings; 
And two must dance 


In antic pose, 


Till fate the curtain rings. 


And two must love, 

And two must weep, 

As fate’s deft hands ordain,— 
Ah! puppets should have 
Hearts of wood 


Impervious to pain. 


[25] 


MY GARDEN 


GAAN Y will walk in my garden, 





ANN In the pricking days of spring, 
When the borders are flower-flaring, 


And linnets sing. . 


Some will walk in my garden, 
Through pulsing summer days, 
When leafy shelters beckon, 


In the noon haze. 


Few will walk in my garden, 
When autumn days are here, 
When tired leaves are falling 


On the earth’s bier. 


None will walk in my garden, 
Through winter’s hoar and rue, 
When days are bleak with privation— 


Unless it, perchance, be you? 


[ 26 ] 


FOR Er Hace 


Fv OR this, I have renounced the past, 





i) This present, harried and obscure, 
Wherein I see no confluence 

Of mind and spirit;—to endure 

Such dismal denouement I broke 
With memory’s amity, and spoke 

No word to salvage from the past 
One blossom’s waning fragrance; 
Made no concessions, severed clean 
The fine continuance.—What mean 
Return is this, to have each morn 
Disclose anew the sheeted form, 
Grim and reproachful, stark and dire, 


The ghost of my abjured desire! 


[27] 


1! 





)owN the mountain’s slippery edge, 


Gey Zi Along an agate sky, 


Who is it slides in gay defiance? 
I! 


Up the mountain’s labored slope, 
Framed in a sombre sky, 
Who is it plodding doggedly? 
Not I! 


[28 ] 


ty LOW eEy aS ui O1OL Hee ia lial aN Ges 


MOOTH ivory balls, 

‘Ss That flow along my hands, 
Smooth woven silks, 

That fall in stiffened bands, 
Smooth surfaces, 

That cup the glinting light, 
Smooth bellying 

Of copper, fire-bright; 


Smooth pewter jugs, 

Of lineage austere, 
Smooth porcelain tiles, 

Limpid and lacquer clear, 
Smoothnesses all, 

Calling to hand or eye, 
Compelling in allure 


I know not why. 


[ 29 ] 
% 


FA AE IE AN IR TL ID AO INT vias 


fey D should I waken too, some fateful morning, 





%) To sorrow standing grim beside my door, 


How will I greet this unrelenting presence 


I have not known before? 


Will I be yielding to his stark insistence, 
Or will I turn in fearfulness aside? 
How shall I live, whom happiness has pampered, 


With sorrow by my side? 


[ 30] 


BARGE VW iOF Rakes 


) RAGGING a golden-glinting, fire-flash of stars, 





5 Across the night you come, 
Paling with speed and sweep of cool and noiseless 
drifts, 

You sift upon 

The circling blackness of the sea’s upheaving form. 
The sun 

Never in setting threw such palette-wealth of gems 
The sky upon, 

In artistry of cunning wrought design, as you 

Who all enchanted come, 


And crown the heavens with a jewelled diadem. 


(301 


CeYeNal Ce 







y 


Vas Ass captor of the literal word, 
ic Vain arbiter of fate, 
Masked in a magnanimity, 
But to retaliate,— 
Save thy conscripted casuistries, 
Swallow thy bitten tongue, 
Know thou art severed from thyself, 


Thy soul in two is wrung. 


[32] 


MOON-FERMENT 


PUN filaments of silver shimmering, 
Soft shadows of the mystic-moving leaves, 
Dark arbored groves of ghostly glimmering,— 


Of these the moon its witching trouble weaves. 


Phantoms of air dew-laden and arousing, 
Longing too vaguely subtle to appease, 
Youth promise-primed in revery softly drowsing, 


Previsioning the coming ecstacies. 


[33] 


Robe e Re Be Avs 


gO LESS than when I saw you first, 





GOP) 17. : 
ING Hidden behind your ambush-eyes, 
Remote, evasive, circumspect, 


In woodland creature’s taut surprise,— 


No less elusive now than then, 
Despite the warm contiguous years, 
As still a fugitive, you hide 
Behind the thicket of your fears. 


[34] 


DIRGE 





ef sTAGNANT pool with drifts within the shade, 
OEE e A vagrant moon, thin as a sword-edge blade, 
A flaccid ripple like a baffled breeze, 


A monody of unsung melodies— 


All life at ebb—waiting without design, 
Silent and still, held in arrested time, 
Cool and remote, and pregnant with the dawn, 


Bringing to birth another day forlorn. 


[35] 


Hebe Greg inds ss Orbe VWrOrRoD:S 


HEN I would tell you of my love, 
My words are slow; 
Heavy with staid pedestrian tread 
Onward they go. 


But when you tell me that you love, 
So fast their flight, 
I scarce can capture them to know 


I’ve heard aright. 


[ 36] 


TOR QU NE aRaee 





LITTLE imp 

Ag & In petals white, 
Hopped on my window sill; 
His yellow face 
Pin-cushion bright, 

With mischief all athrill. 
He swung upon 

My window cord, 

In arrogant delight, 

And proffered me 

A tiny sword, 

That flashed a crescent light. 
He said: “Now here’s 

A pretty stick, 

All tapered to the end, 

It’s very sharp, 

And quick to prick 

The vitals of a friend; 

It always leaves 

A little smart; 

If you would point it true, 
It’s best to aim it 

At the heart,” 

With that, he stabbed me through! 


[37] 


COMMUNION 





Out of the jumble of our fruitless lives, 

Some consecrated moments do arise; 

Some instant when the gulf that yawns between 
The lonely souls that people our demesne, 

Is magically bridged, and from the eyes 

A current of supreme awareness flies; 

And for the span of one short moment’s life, 

Is born a something, living, vivid—rife 

With beauty and with love, all wonder-given, 


That makes our earth more glorified than heaven. 


[38 ] 


CHOON SIG: TOsUsSENGesss 


® souGHT to snare it in a golden net, 


2) Fretted with laughter, lightsome with desire, 





I aay to ring it round with flaming death, 


High consecrate upon a funeral pyre. 


I sought to casket it in jewelled days 
Clasped with consummate hope; I sought in vain,— 
One may not capture its elusiveness 


Save through the transient prisoning of pain. 


[39] 


LIFE 


HE choral horns their Gothic carols chant, 
The bassoon picaresque 
Chatters, the while a single fiddle spins 


A tenuous arabesque; 


In clash and blare the cymballed climax ends, 
A muted drum 
Rolls its vague portent in my very soul, 


Of what’s to come. 


[ 40 ] 


Ce Cre: 


S A\VHE round of days, 
se The trodden ways, 
The memory of wrong, 
The hidden night, 
Forbidden flight, 


The aftermath of song; 


The sorry quest, 

The sagging breast, 

The tortured eyelids wet, 
All life within, 

All that has been, 

And all that will be yet. 


[41] 


CIOEN SSD ERA TL OLN 


Sey T the brink 
ONS Of the lake, 

I must think, 
Ere I make 

The quick dive 

That inroads 

The domain 
Of the toads. 





For I know 
I'd not care, 
For some folk 
From the air, 
To invade 
My retreat, 

For the sake 

Of a feat. 


[ 42] 


AMOR MP SEIS I WIP 1s IIL 


NA” sT I confirm then every hint or hazard, 
2 i . . * 
Halk Must I assert in unconditioned terms, 





Each fine impalpability whose transience 


Denies the very fact that it affirms? 


Nay, let me touch in reticence light-fingered, 
The flowing evolution of the days, 
Nor seek to hold the cloud’s dissolving essence 


Within the hollow confines of a phrase. 


[43] 


BETRAYAL 


sia LE MOON, what have you seen tonight, 





P ? 
ge¢q That you must droop away! 
Are hearts not young and vibrant still, 


Does love no longer sway? 


Or are you sickened of the role 
You play, as nature bends 
The magic of your poesy 


To her relentless ends? 


[44] 


WE GD) MeN 1b, AY AN A IE CG) INS 





SOrTTiMEs they grow refractory, 
INEZ) These little words of mine, 


Elusive and intractable, 


Resisting my design; 


So then I flaunt their captiousness, 
And with defiant ease, 
I turn a little facile verse, 


To mock their subtleties. 


145] 


Onin aN OL OUST, 


@§ sip Noose and a slip knot, 


Ss & Made of a bit of string, 





Clever the man who first contrived 


This artful little thing. 


A slip noose and a slip knot— 
How could he e’er foresee 
That this could hurtle a stricken soul 


Into eternity! 


[ 46 ] 


YN (OI 1D, AID) 





I spin a vain philosophy, 
To clothe my thin, defeated days. 


A sceptic’s cold, contentious faith 
In bald inconsequential things, 
A poor compensatory cloak, 


To cover life’s miscarryings. 


[47] 


G) IP 1st 1B Ib, WN 1D) 18 JAN 3D, 





nly the troubled waters weaving, weaving, 


Circles of eddying ripples round my head. 


Only these, and the night’s profound persuasion, 
Pressing passionless kisses on my brow— 
I who have conquered death’s austere evasion, 


What need have I of man’s acceptance now? 


[48 ] 


DEFENSE 






PH EN you go clad in armor, 


Steeled in protective panoply, 
What can I do? 


Where may I find an armor 
Of linked impervious mail, 
That I may meet your weaponed glance, 


And never quail? 


[49] 


Witte ie VirAGY @ Hebe awe ESE P 


KOKGPELL may he weep, who knows no greater 






sorrow 
Than this,—well may he dry reluctant eyes; 
Hope is not gone when grief can freely borrow 


Garments of speech and tears’ benign disguise. 


Once I could summon eager words to cover 
Decently all the nudity of pain, 
Now I am mute—trouble itself can never 


Wring from me any echoing voice again. 


[50] 


VisGINGE hee’ 





I cherish thoughts like lawn-bedecking flowers, 
Whose essence springs 

From out the soil of my serene contentment, 
And I play 

With gentle arts of happiest contrivance, 


The time away. 


[51] 


TO ONE WHO HAS FOUND THE WAY 


AS 


yA THER than that you should abjure 


one jot 





hat fair franchise which is but your due, 
I would deny the very truth of things,— 

I would construe 
All knowledge, all the gleanings of the past 
And as much arrant fraud to be gainsaid, 
That you might go your chosen way secure 
And unafraid. 


[52] 


DANCE 





And a shadow’s sweep 

Of pinions huge and menacing; 

I dance a monstrous, measured, 
Cadenced tread; 

A giant’s clumsy self-revealing play. 

I dance up to creation’s dawn, 

In silence zenith-lit. 

I dance annihilation down the skies— 
No pace too fast, 

Or setting too magnificent, 

For me to try my boundless self upon.— 
I dance the Immanent, 

And in the hush and majesty 

Of all things newly-born, 

I dance the final culminating Word! 


[53] . 


SHALLOWS 


00 low to reach above a slippered ledge, 
6) Too high to touch the hem of ebbing tide, 


Too cramped to take the river’s leaping way, 


Too lame to charge the high-way at a ride; 


Where is an ingle-nook for such as I, 
(Cut to a pattern fit for no emprise,) 

Where I may sit and watch through leaded panes 
The windy argosies of cloudy skies? 


[54] 


And If Thy Right Eye Offend Thee... 





Ee said: “So that I walk the earth, 
i i And see the days go round, 
What matters it if half of me 


Lies buried in the ground?” 


And so I slew the half, that I 
The better might survive,— 
And now I know not which of me 


Is dead, or which alive. 


[55] 


VSEERe Dai Cely 


E know no end, but only the beginning, 
No past but what the present sanctifies.— 


Be still, my heart! how mayst thou reckon sinning? 


Dost thou know Paradise? 


I saw two mating birds within a casement, 

Two eagles locked in predatory strife— 

Be poised, my soul! how canst thou name 
achievement? 


Dost thou envisage life? 


[ 56] 


ATER eA. Ss SONGG 





That there was severance, 


Neither one could tell, 


Nor what had perished in 
A moment’s breath,— 
We knew so little of 
The ways of death. 


[57] 


IML JAN NEE RINE CO) WAY (CO) UR AE 


WAY I know courage as a child knows song, 





W The heart’s impulsion to the quick lips 
springing, 
May I know hope as butterflies the dawn, 


Promising sweets to the adventurous winging. 


May I know love as one who swimming, dips 
In lightness to the rippled tropic seas, 
May I know death as shadow-purple slips 


On western hills its cool serenities. 


[58] 


THERE MUST BE BETTER STREAMS 


HERE must be better streams to slake our 
le thirst, 

Else had we all gone sick with putrid care, 

Or stagnant in the shallows of inertia, 


Perished in a miasma of despair. 


There must be springs of bounteous assuaging, 
And full assurances of banished dearth, 
Where one may quaff revivifying waters, 


Cool with deep-strat'd sanctions of the earth. 


[59] 


TENGEN PAGE Lee Le 


Jew to GjE cannot swing into a stride, 
Christian S\PNQ 


So long as we remain 
You sunk in bondage, 


I sunk in pain. 


We, the Jew and Christian, 
Puppets still of fate, 
Age after age proclaiming 


Our heritage of hate; 


Though Christ, whose name you carry, 
Was born a common Jew, 
As much of him there is in me, 


As there is in you. 


And though he perished ror you, 
He perished 1n me, 
So every Jew within him knows 


The crucifixion tree. 


[ 60 ] 


Oh! Christ, the pity of it! 
A sacrifice in vain! 
One cannot win salvation 


Through another’s pain. 


So let us walk together, 
The while that we remain 
You sunk in bondage, 


I sunk in pain. 


[61] 


DEE GiIR bese GE Ne DT O 


HIS is the beauty of our waning sphere: 

le Beauty of ebbing ritual of tides, 

Slim moons diminishing; beauty austere 

Of winter’s spoilation, beauty that bides 

In dim reluctant twilights, in the slow 

And gracious dissolution of a flower: 

Beauty in all things that serenely go, 

Held by no bondage to the passing hour. 
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